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love. Yes, that was what she would do. After all
it was Christmas, the time of rebirth, the season when
everyone's sins were forgiven. . . . First, though, she
must have a drink of water.

She prodded an accessible portion of Flanders and
whispered "Harry," in what seemed to be a suitably
pitiful tone.

There was no perceptible reply.

"Harry, dear/' she repeated, rather louder.

Flanders, the weight of early sleep upon his eyes,
appeared to rouse. An incoherence escaped him. She
knew that as yet, however, he was still no further
than the borders of consciousness.

"I'm dying for some water, Harry," she entreated.

He sighed and turned towards her.

"Dying for what, my dear?"

"Water, Harry."

He appeared to brood over this for a minute or so.
She held her breath. Would he reply? Would he
just go to sleep? Would Flanders, who had flouteS
European society for her sake, get out of bed this
night to fetch her a glass of water?

There was another sigh, followed by a disturbance
of the bedclothes. Flanders had arisen and was fid-
dling with tinder, trying to light a candle. A dim, rather
corpulent ghost he appeared, in his white night-shirt,
a mildly profane and muddled ghost. . . . She resisted
a sudden desire to laugh and remembered her parched
mouth.

"What's the matter, dear?" she encouraged him.

Silence, then: "Where is this water?"

"On the little table, Harry, I expect."

A further silence. The candle flickered. The
corpxdent ghost moved across the room. At last: